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cracked and better champagne opened. And now, what are you doing; a cup of coffee at Very's, perhaps; then a lounge, quizzing glass at eye, in the Louvre, followed by a ditto on the Italian Boulevard, and a fifty-franc dinner at the Trois Freres. What supplement shall I add to this? You will not be sorry, I dare say, to hear a word of some brethren of your nodes ambrosiance, though I imagine that those noctes do not now appear very ambrosial on the retrospect. Hale vibrates between Law and Gospel. I fear the chances are a little in favor of the Devil. Snow is established in Graduates' Hall, with two pianos, Shelley, and a half-cask of ale. He now and then appears at the one o'clock lecture, rubbing his eyes and gaping. Clarke is here, taking boxing lessons. Ked is in town, a counter-jumper by da}^, and a literary character by night; on the way to make a very sensible and accomplished man. Perry has been hunting deer and killing partridges, and would fain persuade a quiet fellow like me to leave Cambridge and join him; but I preferred a pleasant fireside. Old Treadwell is splashing about in the muddy waters of politics and law. Our brothers, whilom of X X, accused me in the beginning of the term, of an intention of authorship! probably taking the hint from the circumstance of my never appearing till eleven o'clock, & la Scott; but I believe they no longer suspect me of so ill advised an intention. It would run a little counter to my present principles, though I do remember
the time when G. B. C. meditated the Baron of B------;
and Snow felt sure (in his cups) of being Captain General of Transatlantic literature, while your humble servant's less soaring ambition aspired to the manufacture of blood and thunder chronicles of Indian squabbles and massa-